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way in which these Americans consent to live, who help
in the exploitation of the soil for the great oil kings of the
world.
I put Dick to bed and sallied forth with my Irish guide to
see the town. It looked rather Chinese. There were bamboo
huts, open stores, and a couple of brightly-lit saloons—the rest
darkness. We went into one saloon, took a table, and ordered
drinks. It was full of half-naked half-caste women and talJ,
strong, clean-featured Americans, wearing blue shirts open
at the throat, oil-stained breeches and revolvers in their
belts. They danced fox-trots to the accompaniment of an
instrument that looked like a spinet, but sounded like a
xylophone.
A man came up to me who said he thought he had met me
in Minneapolis, and my companion intervened with a rebuke
that made the stranger apologize and retreat. At the next
table a man drank his beer out of a bottle, tipped it up to the
last dregs, and then turned to me with a stage wink and said
" Hello 1 " The Irishman seemed to be suddenly transformed
into a cave man; he got up threateningly and I feared there
might be blows. I pointed out to him rather severely that
starting a fight was not the most efficacious way of protecting
a woman!
As the evening advanced everyone grew less and less sober;
Chinese and Mexicans joined the throng. A harlot in crimson,
who during the slack time had slept as if drugged, now took
off her slipper and beat a man on the head who waked her.
Another in pink sang discordantly as she sat on someone's knee
displaying a hiatus of brown skin above a white cotton stocking
kept up by a multi-coloured garter. All the women's white
shoes were mud-covered and trodden on. By one o'clock there
was not a sober creature in the room.
After this colourful night we sallied forth to visit some oil
wells. An Huestaca well was being drilled. A depth of 1,700
feet had already been reached. We had hoped to witness the
w coming in " of a well, but were disappointed.
From Amatlan we proceeded some miles to the great crater
known as Las Bocas, which took fire and in spite of all efforts
to extinguish it, continued to burn for nine years. The narrow

